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THE UNNATURAL BLONDE 


With a grunting, porcine snort, Mark jerked his head up, dark eyes 
blinking blearily as he was hauled unwillingly from the deep, unknowing 
bliss of sleep. 

“Whazza ...?” he murmured, wincing at the fairly dim light that 
nevertheless seemed to pierce directly through his dark-adapted eyes and 
deep into his brain. Lifting one of the arms that had so recently cradled his 
head on the desk, he ignored the pins-and-needles sensation of blood flowing 
back into the extremity as he rubbed at his brow, his fuzzy mind trying to 
catch up to unforgiving reality. 

It took the sinewy, lean young man a couple of seconds to realize 
where he was—sitting at the battered old wooden desk in the garage. 

“Oh, crap ...,” he muttered to himself, memory returning with a 
rush. He’d finally finished the design he’d been working on and had told the 
computer to run the “void space” analysis on the model to make sure 
everything would fit together correctly when the design was cast. It was a 
process that took about fifteen or twenty minutes, and while he’d waited, 
Mark had decided he’d just put his head down, only for amoment... 

The beginning of that “moment,” however, had started when late 
afternoon light had still been streaming through the dusty glass of the garage’s 
windows. Now, however, darkness pressed against those self-same windows, 
leaving only the dim light of the desk lamp to cast a small pool of radiance in 
the shadowed space of the two-car, semidetached garage. 

Another memory sparked to life, and the dark-haired young man’s 
eyes flicked to a wall clock, straining to make out the position of the hands in 
the gloom—and, for several seconds, hoped he was seeing them incorrectly 
as he cursed to himself again, this time much more virulently. It was nearly 
ten o’clock, and for almost two years now, he’d been going to his friend 
Steve’s house around eight o’clock for their weekly poker games. 

For a second Mark mentally kicked himself, wondering how he was 
going to explain this to the guys. Sure, they already knew that his 
entrepreneurial business had finally “taken off” as he’d so long hoped it would, 
and now, he was quite in demand to produce specialty “working props” for 
the big movie studios. 

The thought was suddenly cut off by an outside sound, and the self- 
directed frown of chagrin changed character, becoming more inquisitive as 
the new sound recalled the one that, only really half-heard and remembered, 
had woken him from his much-needed slumber in the first place. 

“What the hell?” Mark muttered to himself, as the chugging sound 
rose in both pitch and volume. Pushing himself up from the old, caster-mounted 
wooden swivel chair, Mark padded across the concrete floor of the garage, 
avoiding the dimly seen shapes of the rapid-prototyping and rapid- 
manufacturing machines he used in his business. Reaching the door set into 
the side of the garage, he swung it open and stepped out into the mild 
temperatures of a clear, southern California night. 

For a second Mark thought he must still be asleep and dreaming the 
whole thing for there was no rational reason for a gleaming silver tanker 
truck to be parked in the back corner of the property, a hose running from its 
tank and seeming to simply disappear into the ground. 





Then, Mark’s eyes fell on a slender figure back lit by the battery-powered lantern 
lighting the scene, and, though perhaps still not “rational,” at least the scene wasn’t 
completely “inexplicable.” 

The presence of Cheryl Latham explained a lot of things—but for the rest Mark 
was going to have to ask. Stifling a yawn, Mark padded across the lean, sere growth of 
what was nominally a lawn. 

“Hey, Miss Latham. What's going on?” he asked as he drew near, pitching his 
voice to carry over the sound of the tanker’s pumping unit. The slender woman jerked 
suddenly, head whipping around to display blue eyes widened in surprise. “Whoa—didn’t 
mean to startle you,” Mark said, holding his hands up apologetically, while feeling a bit 
of surprise himself. 

“Mark . . . I didn’t realize you were home,” Cheryl said, and as quickly as that, 
her usual cool, almost imperious sense of self-assurance once more settled over her. 

A half-dozen years older than his own age of twenty-three, Mark’s landlady 
nevertheless had a certain quality of agelessness about her—or, perhaps more accurately, 
a certain quality of duality that made her seem both younger and older than her physical 
age. A hint of “spinster maiden aunt” showed up in the bun that tightly constrained her 
chestnut mane and the high, tight neckline of her navy blue linen blouse, lightly ruffled 
where it encircled her neck just below the line of a jaw that led to a smoothly pointed 
chin. Her spine was as straight and unyielding as an iron bar, and her lovely, if slightly 
sharp-featured face was almost always calm, the look in the blue eyes and the faint cast to 
her full, unadorned lips always somehow faintly knowing, as if from a great many years 
of experience. 

In contrast to these factors, however, she carried herself very lightly on her feet— 
and those feet were enclosed in black sneakers. Well-made, expensive sneakers, perhaps, 
with leather uppers, but sneakers nonetheless. When she moved, it was not only with 
quick vitality, but with a sort of youthful bounce to her motions, gracefully energetic. 

Even now, as she gave him a cool, almost impersonal smile, Mark couldn’t help 
but note the strange duality that so defined her. As always, her appearance struck Mark as 
a cross between Kyra Sedgwick and Jodie Foster, with a bit of Helen Hunt here and there, 
and, even “underendowed” for Mark’s taste at what he’d idly estimated at perhaps a 
perky C-cup, she should have been a very attractive package—yet, carrying herself so 
straight and poised, she seemed inches taller than her otherwise utterly average height; 
she seemed as cool, distant, and unattainable as... well, “the depths of outer space” was 
the phrase Mark’s friend Steve had once used, and it was pretty damned accurate. 

“Well, what is going on?” Mark prompted after another silent moment had 
passed—a moment in which, as usual, Cheryl had managed to project the illusion that 
he’d simply faded from existence the second she’d stopped paying attention to him. Now, 
in her way, a faint and certainly contrived look of surprise crossed her face, as if amazed 
he’d had the temerity to remain after being so clearly dismissed. 

“Just an additional source of income, Mark,” she said. “Nothing that need concern 
you.” 

Unwilling to accept her opinion as holy writ, no matter how confidently stated, 
Mark frowned slightly as he took a look over the situation for himself. 

Even as he watched, the sandy-haired man in stained coveralls standing beside 
the truck shut off the pump and hit the button to reel in the hose. The thick, rubber-coated 
orange-red hose began to retract into the housing at the rear of the truck. 

Rather than simply disappearing into the ground, as it had first appeared to Mark’s 
eyes to do, the hose had actually been fed into a dark, stone-edged circular opening let 
into the ground. To one side, weathered and warped boards roughly nailed together had 
been dragged away from the opening, and now, Mark dimly remembered the almost curt 


warning about the old well Cheryl had given him when he’d first rented the property. 
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As the hose finished retracting itself, the man running the truck 
came over to talk to Cheryl. As he unzipped his coveralls to pull a bulging 
envelope from an inside pocket, Mark edge carefully closer to the old, 
long-dry well. Almost unconsciously, he wrinkled his nose at the faintly 
metallic and undeniably chemical smell wafting out of the hole. Less than 
two feet down from the top of stone-rimmed lip of the old well, a dark 
liquid was revealed by the moon- and lantern light reflecting off the ripples. 

Mark’s frown deepened as he eyed the liquid-filled well—a well 
that should have been able to hold much, much more than the contents of a 
single tanker truck like the one that was now pulling away into the night. 


... and then it hit him. 

“How long?” he demanded, rounding suddenly on Cheryl, who, 
this time, remained perfectly composed in the face of his angry tone. “How 
long have you been pumping toxic waste into this hole in the ground while 
I’ve been conveniently away at my weekly poker games?” 

Shaking her head slightly, Cheryl actually “tsk-tsked” him. “You 
see how unfortunate it is to simply jump to conclusions?” she said, not to 
him, but to empty air, a sorrowful tone coloring her cool contralto. She 
turned a cool, oh-so-superior smile on him. “My dear boy, dumping of 
toxic material at an unapproved site would be completely illegal.” 

“Okay, then what is it you’ ve been dumping, and for how long?” 
Mark asked, refusing to be swayed. 

“As it happens, it’s a mix of failed beauty products. Skin 
conditioners, cellulite reducers, ‘lift, tighten, enhance’ . . . that sort of thing. 
Though they never got FDA approval, they were for human use and not 
considered ‘toxic’ —merely rather unpleasant,” she told him. “Not that it 
is really any business of yours, but I've been allowing the company to 
dispose of it here for over three months now.” 

Three months. Three months. 

Usually the most even-tempered of men, Mark began to feel anger 
grow ... no, it wasn’t anger. 

It was rage. 

Somehow, both under his nose and behind his back, she’d been 
doing this for three months or longer—and for all her appearance of 
unconcern, for all her calm statements to the contrary, if she herself hadn’t 
believed it wrong, why had she been sneaking it on the nights she’d known 
he’d be away playing poker? 

“So, this isn’t illegal?” he asked her angrily. “Then I guess you’d 
have absolutely no problem with me calling the Sheriff and telling him 
about this.” 

Blue eyes glittered, and an expression forever imperiously cool 
went cold and hard. “You will do no such thing,” she told him, taking a step 
closer and punctuating the pronoun by jabbing four stiffened fingers into 
his chest—hard. “You will just pretend this never happened.” Another jab, 


hard enough to make him wince, hard enough to make him take a step 
back. “This has nothing to do with you.” Arm darting back, hand held flat, 
she almost presented the appearance of a person about to imitate a striking 
cobra as she took another step forward to close the distance he’d tried to 
put between them. “This is my property, and you are...” 

Still stepping forward, leaning slightly toward him to be even more 
intimidating, she once again lashed out to make her point physically clear— 
only, instead of stepping backward to lessen the force of the blow, Mark 
sidestepped it completely. 

It was, in fact, the logical thing to do, but he didn’t do it out of 
logical thought—it was simply that his heels had struck the low lip of the 
inset well, indicating no more room to move backward. The sidestep had 
been more instinctive than anything. 

The look on Cheryl’s face, under other circumstances, might have 
been comical, a mixture of shock, confusion, and disbelief. In the last 
instant, hints of both understanding and fear were beginning to creep in— 
but at that point it was far too late. Both leaning and stepping forward, 
braced to be brought up short by an impact that never happened, Cheryl 
barely had time to voice a brief, low cry of surprised dismay—a cry that 
was cut sharply off by the splash as she hit the surface of the liquid filling 
the well. 

For perhaps all of two stunned seconds that seemed an eternity, 
Mark simply stood there. His mind, racing at a ridiculous speed, was trying 
to reorder the fast-paced events of the last couple of minutes into something 
understandable. 

Cheryl, cool and self-composed, never a hair out of place, clothes 
always neat, clean, and “just so.” Always aware of what she was doing, 
and why, the center of her own little self-contained universe, with an 
unshakable certainty in her own rectitude. Women like that . . . well, they 
didn’t just “fall down the well”... 

... only, she had. 

It was, again, perhaps all of two seconds, but Mark suddenly shook 
himself, heart racing, and spun toward the well with a look of horrified 
realization on his face as his mind finally, almost reluctantly, accepted the 
reality of what had just happened. He dropped to the rim of the well so 
hard that he tore the knees out of his well-worn jeans and broke the skin 
underneath, but he was barely aware of the sensation as he stared in wide- 
eyed horror at the figure thrashing in the liquid so close at hand. 

The well wasn’t all that big—small enough, in fact, that Cheryl 
couldn’t fully extend spread eagle in the space—but that didn’t matter, not 
in the dark, not when she’d unexpectedly and almost inexplicably found 
herself face down and with a mouthful of liquid slightly thicker and a hell 
of a whole lot more noxious than water. Had she held full lungs of air, she 
might have floated easily on the thick liquid, but what little air she’d had 
in her lungs had been displaced by the cloying chemical she’d unwittingly 








breathed in, and the small circumference of the well, instead of being 
reassuring, was a hindrance to her desperate efforts to keep herself from 
sinking into the depths. 

Reaching out with both hands, Mark tucked one down the back of 
her pants, gripping the waistband, and the other twined itself in the sodden 
fabric of her blouse. With a convulsive heave he put every ropy muscle in 
his lean, sinewy body into hauling her out of the well. Cheryl all but flew 
from the chemical bath she’d been unwillingly immersed in, fabric tearing 
audibly as she rose above the lip ofthe well and was swung around to land 
with a soggy “thud” on the ground. 

The force of the face-first impact was enough to empty her lungs 
of the little liquid she had breathed in before clamping her mouth shut, and 
a minute or two of thick, wet coughing took care of the rest. Shivering 
more from delayed reaction than from the fairly warm night air, she pushed 
her torso up from the ground, her soaked hair, freed from its bun, hanging 
down around her face to the ground. 

For a second, what she was seeing in the starkly shadowed light 
from the lantern didn’t register—and then, Cheryl’s expression changed as 
she stared in confusion. The sleeves of what should have been a dark blue 
blouse were only the faintest tinge of blue away from being white, and the 
sopping strands of hair were as equally pale a shade of faint sandy-gold. 

“What... the... hell?” she gasped weakly—only to set off a 
renewed fit of coughing. 

“Bleached .. .,” Mark stammered, staring at her, wide eyed. “The 
chemical, it...” 

Jerking himself up off the ground, he reached down and grabbed 
her by one elbow, hauling her to her feet so firmly that it caused a squawk 
of half-indignation, half-pain. 

“Shower—we have to get you into the shower. Wash this shit off 
you,” Mark said, tugging her toward a house that suddenly seemed to lay 
an impossible distance away. 

“Yeah . . . right,” Cheryl agreed, her normal self-possession 
momentarily abandoned. She staggered along beside him, the sodden clothes 
clinging to her supple, slender form. Wet and heavy, they seemed 
excruciatingly tight and confining, seeming to pull at her, compressing 
against her skin. Even just walking seemed strangely difficult and tiring, 
and with every step it only became more so. In fact, if not for Mark tugging 
her along by the renewed grip he’d shifted to her hand, she might not have 
been able to make it into the Craftsman-style bungalow and down the hall 
to the bathroom. 

Reaching over, Mark swatted at the wall beside the door until he 
succeeded in connecting with the light switch. Releasing her hand, he took 
the single step forward necessary to reach down and start the water running 
in the shower/tub combo. As he cranked both hot and cold taps on full, he 
looked back over his shoulder to make a comment... 


... then paused, and frowned. 

“What are you smiling about?” he asked, confused. 

“Huh? What are you talking about?” she squeaked, indignantly. 
“Pm not...” 

Even as she’d spoken, she’d turned her head toward the mirror 
over the sink beside her—and what she saw cut her off mid-denial. No 
matter what she might have been saying at the time, the shock of what she 
saw might have cut her short—for the woman reflected back in the mirror 
was a stranger. 

No, that wasn’t quite true, for that wouldn't have been nearly as 
shocking as the resemblance between what she was used to seeing and 
what she now saw. The basic shape of her face, after all, remained exactly 
the same... 

... except that the “basic shape” was now better defined, the skin 
pulled both smoother and tighter over both the bone structure and the 
underlying muscles. It didn’t look any “thinner,” nor was it cadaverous or 
“bony”—the same flesh remained underneath the skin. It was just that the 
skin itself was smoother and tighter. 

It made her look... . younger, as did the fact that the skin was also 
somewhat paler, a milky-pale sort of complexion rather than an unhealthy 
pallor. The type of complexion, in fact, that one might expect of a woman 
with platinum blonde hair—for that was what color her hair now was, not 
only on her head, but the much thinner eyebrows, as well. 

Her body hair was probably the same almost-white, silvery-gold 
shade as her hair, but she would have had to sieve the well to find out for 
the chemical had caused the fine hair to fall out, leaving her skin remarkably 
smooth and silky. Even dripping wet, she could see an added gleam to her 
skin, whose tiny flaws, imperfections, and wrinkles had been drawn smooth 
by a tightening effect. 

All of which, however, registered only after the most immediate 
effect, the one she’d actually been focused on, had been noticed: She was 
smiling. 

Well, not really—but it certainly looked as if she was. Muscles, 
tightening, had drawn her lips upward in what would seem to be a mild 
grin—a particularly vapid-looking grin, actually, when you added the effect 
of her eyes to the overall picture for the same effect that had caused the 
upturned corners of her lips had also caused her eyes to open somewhat 
wider than they would usually be “at rest.” 

“What the hell?” she squealed—and then the already-wide eyes 
widened further in horror as the implications registered. “My voice,” she 
said, hands flying to the high collar surrounding her neck. “My voice!” 

She tried to scream the last, but it didn’t quite come out that way. 
Not only had the tightening of her vocal chords raised the pitch of her 
voice to a soprano, but it had “weakened” it, making it so breathy and soft. 
A scream came out more like a mousy squeak. 








“Lift, tighten, enhance,” Mark quoted rather numbly, staring back at her in 
horror. 

“Get out of my way, you idiot!” she demanded in that accursedly high-pitched 
voice as she shoved him out of the way and ducked into the shower. “Get out! Out!” 

“Uh... yeah,” Mark agreed, stumbling backward out of the room and 
remembering at the last second to close the door. 

The water was already gushing from the faucet, and she hurriedly pushed the 
Plexiglas door shut and pulled on the diverter, sending the water up and out the shower 
head. For a few seconds she let it wash right over her, clothes and all, and then she 
began to undress under the cool spray of water. 

Her mind was whirling madly, and she was holding on to the ragged edge of 
her emotions with both hands, refusing to let herself descend into panic. Nevertheless, 
her motions had a frenzied aspect to them as she stripped out of her now-pale clothes, 
letting them drop in a sodden pile at the back of the tub as she began sluicing the 
chemical from her skin and hair. 

What the hell am I going to do? Cheryl wondered to herself, shifting 
uncomfortably under the spray of water. The same tightening effect that gave her the 
unwanted smile was working on her entire body, and she felt taut, almost strained-and 
more than just in the physical sense at that. A high-pitched voice and a silly grin-who’s 
going to take me seriously while I’m like this? 

Almost without thinking about it, she mentally phrased it as a temporary 
situation—simply because the alternative was unthinkable. Not because it couldn't 
possibly happen, but because there was no way she could hold on to her tenuous 
emotional control were she to even consider the possibility that the effects of her 
chemical bath were more than an anomalous phase she’d go through. 

As she carefully—almost obsessively—made sure the last of the metallic- 
smelling chemical was out of her hair, she shifted her weight onto her left leg, stretching 
her right backward with the toes pointed down to try to loosen the tightened muscles in 
her calf. The effort paid off, briefly—but by the time she’d finished repeating the 
exercise with her left leg, the right was growing uncomfortably tight again. 

With a mental frown that didn’t—couldn’t—show on her upward-curved lips, 
she shut off the water and swept her hands back over her thick mane of now platinum 
blonde hair, stripping out most of the excess moisture. Sliding the shower door open, 
she stepped out onto the mat just beside the bathtub . . . 

... and gasped in pain, almost falling forward as matched charley horses formed 
in her well-rounded calves. 

With a second high-pitched gasp, her eyes beginning to water, Cheryl pushed 
herself up on tiptoe. Immediately, the pain ebbed to the throbbing aftermath of muscle 
tension, and she sighed and began to sink back down to a flat-footed stance . . . only to 
wince anew as the pain began to resurface. Gritting her teeth, she forced herself back 
up on tiptoe. 

Muttering unladylike words under her breath, she grabbed a slightly tattered 
towel off the rack on the wall and, braced with one hand against the wall for balance, 
awkwardly began toweling off single-handedly. The act made her gasp yet again—but 
this time, for a completely different reason. 

“My God!” she muttered. “Just how many side effects did that chemical have?” 

Actually, what she was experiencing was part-and-parcel with the sole side 
effect she’d already experienced. The chemical worked on soft tissues, like skin and 
muscle, tightening it for firmness—but it had never been intended for the sort of all- 
over concentration to which Cheryl had been exposed. In addition to effectively 
shortening muscles and both smoothing and softening her skin, it had removed thin 
layers of dead material, which, aside from removing her body hair, left her skin 
considerably more sensitive than it had been before. 


Very carefully, she finished drying herself off, then wrapped herself in a thick, 
white terry cloth bathrobe. It, too, created sensations more intense than she was used 
to, as if every single thing her body felt had been amplified. Painstakingly, she began 
tiptoeing her way toward the kitchen, trying, with limited success, to ignore the sensation 
of the bathrobe as it moved over and across her sensitized flesh. 

“Feel any better?” Mark asked, an uncomfortable tone in his voice. Standing 
at the counter, he was busy involving himself in putting on a pot of coffee, to the point 
that he performed each action with a careful deliberation that was almost comical. 

“A nice shower always makes up for being bleached blonde and breathy. Thank 
you so much for asking.” It was supposed to be said with cutting sarcasm, but her 
altered voice didn't really support the tone she”d tried for. In fact, to somebody hearing 
1t “fresh,” he might have actually thought her sincere, but Mark, knowing her well, 
winced and actually hunched his shoulders as if she’d clubbed him across the back of 
the neck. Obviously, whether she could actually produce the sarcastic tone or not, 
Mark was hearing it in his head. Seating herself at the table, she consoled herself with 
the fact that at least the first person she had to deal with like this was somebody she’d 
already “trained” correctly. 

“Obviously, I’m going to need you to drive me to the hospital,” she said, 
wincing anew at the ridiculous, “girlie” voice she’d been cursed with. “Perhaps there’s 
something that can be done to lessen the effect until it wears...” 

Being so breathy, her voice didn’t have very far to go to trail off to nothing, 
and now it went there. Having finished putting on the coffee, Mark had no good excuse 
not to turn around and look, and so, reluctantly, he did. 

The very fact of his reluctance came from the fact that he wasn't as reluctant 
as before. Even as he looked at the woman sitting in the chair at his table, a damp mass 
of pale, silver-gold hair hanging down her back, he had to remind himself—forcefully— 
that this was the same woman he’d been—nearly afraid of? Well, at least wary of—so 
recently. The problem was that she not only looked younger and, to Mark’s eyes, more 
lovely —but she looked infinitely more approachable. 

The effects of the chemical had done more than just steal that unapproachable 
aura she’d worn like a personal cloak—it had transformed it into the diametric opposite. 
Sitting there in his chair, dressed in a slightly oversized bathrobe, her face carrying an 
expression that somebody who didn’t know what was going on would assume meant 
good-natured befuddlement, Cheryl looked infinitely approachable. Her blue eyes, 
open wider than usual, looked huge and, rather than cool, warm and welcoming. The 
upturned lips, full as ever but no longer tightly controlled into a near-sneer, looked 
quite full and kissable. In short, she looked . . . well, almost kittenish, which was a 
word Mark had never imagined ever being able to apply to Cheryl Latham. 

“Cheryl? What's wrong?” he asked, not even consciously aware that at some 
point he’d assumed a first-name basis with her. 

“I... don't know,” she said slowly, looking down at the narrow “V” of pale, 
silky-smooth flesh exposed by the bathrobe. Perhaps neither her voice nor her eyes 
were suited for expressing the range of emotions they once had, but for the first time 
since her accident, one of the side effects enhanced the natural “reaction,” her fairer 
skin showing the rising blush considerably more clearly than otherwise would have 
been the case. 

“Cheryl?” Mark prompted, confused. 

“Tight. They feel ...,” she muttered, half to herself... and then, suddenly, the 
flush vanished to be replaced with a pallor so pronounced that it made the bathrobe 
look a dingy gray. “Oh, God, no!” she whispered, and giggly soprano or not, Mark had 


no trouble imagining the horror that would be infusing that voice. “Not that—not that, 
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too!” Those wide eyes came up to meet Mark’s, and through those full, 
helplessly grinning lips, she spoke with as close to despair as any voice 
could possibly have managed. “Oh, God, Mark—I don’t want to be a 


bimbo!” she wailed, hands flying up to protectively cover her chest in an 
emphatically telling gesture. 

“You mean ...,” Mark stammered, eyeing her, “. . . they're... 
growing?” 


Her “tightened,” smiling face, unable to display the truth depths of 
her dismay, nodded wordlessly, wide eyes sparkling with unshed tears. 
“Please, Mark,” she said. “Please, I need you to...” 

He didn't hear the end of her plea for, without a word, Mark turned 
and fled the room. 

Itwas done in horror and disgust—both of them self-directed. When 
her words, and the implications behind them, had registered, he had, perhaps 
quite naturally, found himself envisioning her being better endowed, 
imagining her with, say, firm DDD-cups. What had prompted him to flee a 
moment later was the realization that in the middle of what had to be the 
most horrifying and humiliating experience of her life, Mark had gotten 
perhaps the hardest, most enthusiastic erection of his life. Shame flooded 
through him at his reaction, and it was this, rather than the person whose 
situation was the catalyst for his shame, that he was trying to flee... 

... but, rightfully self-absorbed by her own situation, Cheryl had 
noticed neither the erection nor the mortification on Mark’s face as he 
realized he was getting turned on by the thought of a “bimbo-ized” Cheryl. 
From her point of view, her normal self-possession and self-reliance little 
more than a memory, she’d pleaded with heartfelt need for help —and Mark 
had simply walked away. 

For a moment she stared after him in disbelief, and the immediate 
emotions that began to rise were familiar—how dare he? How dare he 
ignore what she wanted? Cheryl had never been one to easily accept being 
balked, and when she wanted something... 

That’s where her emotions came to a screeching halt and did a fast 
one-eighty. She’d always relied on herself because she was the only one 
she could trust, wasn’t she? She was the only one with her own best interests 
at heart, and besides, she was smarter and just inherently better than 
everybody else... 

This wasn’t about what she wanted, though—this was about what 
she needed. She needed help in this situation, and Mark was the only one 
who’d been present when the “change” had happened. Anybody she met 
from this point on would see not the woman she’d been and Mark still 
knew her as, but... well, a blonde bimbo. In fact, given the swollen, heavy 
feeling in her slightly tingling breasts, she was soon to be, to some degree 
or another, a buxom blonde bimbo. How was she supposed to be superior 
to people she couldn't help but simper brainlessly at, no matter how hard 


she tried? How could they possibly take her seriously as she spoke in a 
breathy little voice and pranced around on tiptoe, making her however- 
big-they’d-be breasts jiggle? The only person she could count on to know 
who she really was behind this unwanted face being forced on her was 
Mark—he was the one she needed to be her forceful alter ego, to make up 
for the part she could no longer play. 

And when she’d tried to ask him for this necessary help, he’d run 
away. 

Ever since she’d realized what was happening to her—and that 
was back when all it involved seemed to be being blonde and breathy— 
she’d been holding back panic with only the force of will. Mark’s 
abandonment of her in her moment of need was the final straw, and 
something seemed to shift deep in her mind as she stared at the door he’d 
vanished through. 

“Mark?” she whispered, cupped hands pressing against once- 
modest breasts that were now beginning to press back as they swelled 
slowly outward. “Mark?” she repeated, a bit louder and more raggedly, 
hands falling away from her chest as, for the second, something else 
replaced her swelling bosom in terms of emotional priority. 

“Mark!” she shrieked, in a voice now well-suited for the movie 
cliché scream. She bolted out of the chair, almost falling over before 
remembering to go tiptoe to keep the extreme pressure off her tightened 
calf muscles. 

She was still aware of the sensation of her slowly swelling breasts— 
hideously aware, especially given how extra-sensitive they now were— 
but that was now tied up, part-and-parcel, with the one thought her now 
panicked brain had focused in on. Irrational or not, the one, overriding 
focus of her mind at the moment was Mark. She needed him to the point 
that she was quite literally unable to consider getting through this without 
him. The thought of him being there to help her through this, to play the 
forceful role that had been stolen from her sphere of ability, had become 
the anchor stone her ragged sanity was lashed to, and she could almost feel 
her mind beginning to drift as that anchor apparently . . . ran away. 

“Mark, oh, God, please!” she gasped, staggering awkwardly across 
the room. “Please, don’t... don't leave me... don’t...” 

Almost to the door, half-blinded by the tears filling her big blue 
eyes, she tripped over her own two feet and went sprawling ... 

. right into the arms of Mark, who, ashamed at his own 
abandonment of her, had come back. 

“Come on, let’s get you to the hospital,” Mark said gently, scooping 
her up in his arms—and had she been a little more rational, a little bit more 
herself, she would have been utterly horrified by the strength of the relief 
and near-desperate joy that flooded her as she wrapped her arms around 
Mark’s neck and buried her face against his shoulder. 














Objectively, the trip in to the hospital took just slightly over an hour. 
Emotionally, it was a trip lasting a short order of eternity, an eternity during which the 
humiliation of Cheryl’s situation only grew—as did her breasts. 

The very first factor was what she was wearing. Before they left Mark had dug 
up a pair of ragged, old, red gym shorts and a soft, white, cotton work shirt for her, and 
they fit as one might have expected. The shorts, perfect for Mark’s lean figure, clung 
extra-tight to her considerably more rounded hips and full, pertly rounded buttocks— 
and what was extra humiliating was the fact that it was a “good” thing that they fit so 
tight, they strained. She’d first tried on a pair of his track pants, the drawstring reefed 
in tight and the cuffs folded up, and might have been able to get away with them, 
except that they would have driven her insane within a fairly short period of time. Her 
newly soft skin had finally reached its peak of sensitivity. One touch of the rough 
weave of denim had made her veto the thought of putting on something that felt akin to 
sandpaper to her heightened sense of touch, leading to the ill-favored attempt at the 
track pants, which had a soft and fuzzy interior. Certainly, they didn’t feel like they 
were abrading her skin—in fact, with every movement of the fabric over her legs it had 
felt as if soft, gentle hands were constantly caressing her long and, with the tightened 
muscles of calf and thigh, more shapely than ever legs. As humiliating as the skin-tight 
red shorts might have been to wear, exposing almost the entire length of her smooth 
and shapely legs, they were simply drawn too tautly to allow for movement that would 
have been both entirely too pleasant and embarrassingly arousing—as it was, even the 
few minutes she’d worn the track pants had been enough to ensure that they’d need a 
good washing before they’d lose the unmistakable scent of feminine arousal she’d 
been horrifyingly shocked to experience while wearing them. 

For the same reasons the somewhat oversized shirt hadn’t been buttoned up 
but had been tied tight, like a halter top, with its sleeves tightly rolled up to the bicep. 
With everything pulled as tight as possible, it no longer felt as if invisible hands were 
playing with her slowly swelling breasts, but by the same token, the thought of wearing 
an over-the-shoulder seatbelt had been completely out of the question. Instead, she*d 
sat pushed back in the passenger’s seat of Mark’s aging Jeep Wrangler, arms stretched 
out in front of her and hands braced hard against the dashboard. 

By the time they reached the hospital, the soft white fabric that had been pulled 
taut and almost flat over her breasts, creating small, peaked points over embarrassingly 
erect nipples, was now tightly molded around firm, full breasts that, by her estimation, 
must have been a full DD, or perhaps even a DDD. After all, her estimates were just 
that as she’d never before possessed such large breasts. Nevertheless, they felt massive 
to her, heavy and full—and looming so large in her mind, the new weight, heft, and 
jiggle of her enlarged breasts seemed all the more pronounced, as if they were twice or 
three times the size they really were. The fact that her nipples were also larger than 
before, but just as almost painfully erect, made it all the more humiliating. 

During the trip she’d been looking forward to getting to the hospital, mentally 
equating it with the chance of undoing what was happening to her, but when they 
arrived, she didn’t want to leave the car. The walk in to the admitting desk, and the 
wait for a chance to see a doctor was humiliating. 





Walking was the worst. Carrying her weight forward as she minced 
along on her toes, she had to hold her arms out from her body, wrists cocked, 
as she took short little steps. Her womanly hips and full ass, tightly encased 
in red shorts, swiveled and swayed as her long, slender legs, on display, 
scissored enticingly. With a hint of cleavage displayed by the neckline of 
the halter-tied work shirt she simpered helplessly with her wide-eyed grin— 
and she knew, knew, that the people were, in fact, looking at her. It wasn’t 
just her own awareness of the changes to her body creating the illusion of 
being the center of attention, though it enhanced, negatively, the emotions 
she felt as some men—and not a few women—did ogle her, some 
appreciatively, some just out of interest or amusement, and a few, especially 
the other women, with something near disgust because, of course, they 
thought she looked and acted this way voluntarily. They saw what she 
appeared to be—an empty-headed, blonde bimbo. 

The base source of the greatest humiliation could be summed up 
in the way she reacted to the reaction of the doctor when she finally got in 
to see him. He was professionally impersonal—and it made her mind whirl 
and her emotions run jaggedly wild. 

Emotionally, what she had wanted —had practically needed—was 
for the doctor to stop dead in the doorway and, in manifest horror, demand 
to know what the hell had happened to her. Instead, his normal, professional 
manner had screamed louder than words that until she had explained the 
situation to him, he had seen her as normal. He had accepted what his eyes 
saw without immediately assuming it was supposed to be otherwise and so 
had treated her accordingly. 

Just as anybody else she had to deal with would. 

Except for Mark, of course—and without even realizing it she 
cemented another brick into that wall of need she was building around 
Mark, enclosing herself in a prison of an unconsidered concept that grew 
stronger with every passing moment. 

The doctor might have, perhaps, questioned her story when she 
told it since it was a little . . . unusual. Perhaps, in the blood tests he’d 
ordered, he might have expected to find this buxom blonde bimbo was on 
something, but even before the blood tests came back he knew at least part 
of her story was true because when he came back a half-hour later, she was 
even more buxom than she’d been before. 

Sitting up on the examination table, pert derriere shifting 
uncomfortably on the crackling paper, she’d almost desperately gripped 
Mark’s hand as she waited for the doctor’s final return and pronouncement. 
Between the waiting room, the tests, and the usual bureaucratic inefficiency 
it had been almost three hours since she’d arrived in the parking lot, and 
during that time her breasts had simply continued to grow. Dressed now in 
a flowered hospital robe whose loose fit was nearly to the point of driving 
her insane with its constant fondling of her hyperacute skin, Cheryl stared 


in horror down at a chest that seemed almost willingly determined to 
humiliate her. 

The breasts were quite obvious beneath the thin layer of brightly 
colored cloth—they were huge, and still growing. One of the first things 
the doctor had done when she’d gotten in to see him was measure her, and 
at that point she’d been the DDD she’d erroneously thought she might be 
as she’d climbed out of the Jeep. Now... 

“Measure me again, Mark,” she said nervously, turning her 
attention to him. 

He blushed brightly—but not nearly so brightly as the first time 
she’d asked him to do this. In fact, though Cheryl didn’t realize it, in some 
ways, dealing with this was harder for him than for her. A “breast man,” 
this woman was getting steadily more sexy in his eyes, and the fact that 
she seemed so damned comfortable with him, in regards to her steadily 
swelling tits, made it somehow worse. Mark couldn't know that even Cheryl 
herself wasn’t fully aware of how she’d relegated him to a strange new 
status in her own mind—in fact, even as she asked the question, she was 
thinking to herself how humiliating it had been to have the doctor, 
impersonal and professional as he’d been, take her earlier measurements . 
. . without even questioning the fact that the thought of Mark doing so was 
perfectly all right. 

The panicked moment of near-insanity she’d felt when she’d 
thought Mark was abandoning her had been resolved when he’d come 
back to help her, and from that instant on her frightened mind had quite 
simply refused to look at the whole “Mark helping” situation in any sort of 
rational or in-depth way. Illogical as it had been, she’d anchored her sense 
of sanity to the concept of Mark being there to help her, and her mind 
shied away from anything that might weaken that anchor. 

As it was, she felt very much adrift and powerless. Only hours 
before, she’d been an arrogantly self-confident, utterly assured woman 
who’d believed in her own sense of superiority—and that especially 
included a superiority over “brain-dead, sex-obsessed, silicone-inflated” 
women that she now exactly looked the perfect stereotype of. That very 
self-image, getting worse with every cup size added to her bust line, made 
her believe everybody who saw her was thinking about her the same way 
she’d thought about “that kind of woman,” and the sole exception to this 
global prejudice of her own making was, again, Mark. 

Mark, of course, knew none of this. Allhe knew was that whenever 
he tried to demur from doing something she classified as helping her, she 
began to slide into a painfully desperate state of near-hysterical panic, 
literally begging him to help her. His own self-image wouldn’t let him 
stand by and let her slide deeper into that pathetic state, and so, once again, 
he bowed to her wishes. 

“Okay,” he said, and she twisted her arms up to reach behind her 
neck and pull free the bow on the one tie holding the gown in place, allowing 





it to crumple to her waist—and to reveal to Mark breasts he found stunningly 
magnificent. Not that he could exactly tell her that, but he was uncomfortably aware 
how avid his gaze was as he eyed her stupendous new breasts. 

Too “new” to have been much affected by the pull of gravity, her enlarged 
breasts rode round and almost impossibly firm, high on her chest. Anybody not knowing 
the truth would be forgiven for assuming they were quite thoroughly fake, even with 
the proportionately sized—and thanks to her increased sensitivity, practically perpetually 
erect—pink nipples that tipped each spherical breast. High-set and seeming to jostle 
each other for room on her slender rib cage, the magnificent mounds of breast flesh 
had grown prodigiously in the past four or so hours. A self-described “big bust 
aficionado,” he mentally evaluated her breasts as being in the Pandora Peaks range of 
size. 

The very fact that he felt such an urge shamed him, and Mark felt the heel as 
he picked up the cloth measuring tape and tried to force himself into a nearly impersonal 
mode to measure her new bust line. 

It wasn’t easy. 

To get her “base” or “band” measurement of thirty-six inches required him to 
actually sort of lift her breasts, feeling both her weight and the smooth, soft firmness 
of the flesh on the backs of his hands as he adjusted the tape measure—and, of course, 
the size hadn’t changed from any of the previous times he’d made the exact same 
measurement, making his dismay at his own enjoyment of the sensation more than just 
a little perverse, though that fact didn’t occur to him. 

The next measurement, the one that was actually hanging, was every bit as 
much of a trial for here he was literally touching the wonderful orbs that in the end 
totaled out to a stunning forty-seven inches—so far. A simple calculation—and in a 
voice he had to keep from becoming almost worshipfully awestruck he informed her 
that had she tried to buy a bra to fit her current size, she would have needed a HHH- (or 
J-) cup to contain them. 

The pronouncement nearly made Cheryl break out into tears. That wasn’t a 
real cup size—that was a stripper’s best advertising. Just the sort of thing some... 
some bimbo . . . might claim for a measurement. 

“Hi, Pm Cheri Ontopp,” she said, hearing in her own mind the bitter sarcasm 
that failed to come out in her new voice as she made up a “stripper/bimbo” name on 
the spot. “Thirty-six HHH, twenty-two, thirty-six.” Turning to face Mark, she fluttered 
her eyelashes at him in parody and sarcastically said, “Let me be your obedient little 
love doll, tee-hee!” 

Having had four or so hours to get used to the sound of her altered voice, she’d 
grown somewhat used to it—not happy with it, by any means, but she’d stopped 
consciously listening to it as she had when it had first changed. Now, she no more paid 
specific attention to the actual sounds that were emerging than anybody did to her own 
voice, most of the time. She had no idea just how . .. how sincere she sounded. 

Not that she was completely unaware of the limitations of her voice—never 
that. There was no way at all that she would ever have said anything like that to anybody 
else because she knew that Mark would know she was being sarcastic about it. In fact, 
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she was right—even unable to project that sarcasm in voice or expression, 
Mark was aware of her attempt to be bitingly sarcastic. Nevertheless, 
knowing that made it no less easy—no less arousing—to hear the words, 
and it took great effort on his part not to react to the way it sounded rather 
than the way he knew she meant it. 

Muttering to herself in her sweet soprano, Cheryl readjusted her 
gown to cover her firmly rounded new bust, just in time for the doctor to 
arrive and give her the bad news. 

“Im sorry, Miss Latham, but there's nothing we can do for you 
right now,” he told her, and she had to fight down a sense of despair as she 
listened to him go on explaining. 

Over time, with plenty of exercise, muscles could be loosened again, 
but for the immediate future she was going to have to cope with her wide- 
eyed grin and with feet that now naturally bent on roughly a fifty-degree 
downward angle. Daily exercise would have the most effect for her feet, 
allowing her to walk level again in, oh, one or two months. The giddy 
facial expression would take twice as long. 

That pronouncement was hard enough to take. Months? She knew 
it was irrational, but part of her had hoped for a medical quick fix, a miracle 
cure that would put all this behind her. 

That was the “bad” news. The “worse” news was about her hair. 

The body hair was gone for good, and for the same reason she’d 
have to learn to live with the increased sensitivity of her new body—that 
which had been stripped away was gone for good, and it would take years 
of normal aging to roughen her skin again. The reason her new flesh being 
as smooth as a baby’s bottom was because it was, objectively, practically 
renewed to that state, the upside of it being that though physically mature, 
she had the healthy skin of a newborn, which meant that when she was 
seventy, her skin would be like that of a thirty-five year old, give or take. 

As for her new, platinum blonde “do,” likewise, the color change 
was permanent. Not only were the follicles producing the hair bleached 
out, but the exposed hair itself had been dye-proofed by the chemical. 
New-growth hair would, eventually, be dyeable, but not until it had grown 
out. If she were to wait a month and then try to dye her hair black, the only 
thing she’d get would be dark roots. 

Then, after the buildup came the kicker . . . her breasts—her 
massive, round, still growing breasts. 

The only thing medical science could do would be a radical breast 
reduction surgery. There would be permanent scarring from such a 
procedure, and extensive scarring at that if a highly significant percentage 
of the mass was to be removed—and in any case, not even a preliminary 
discussion of the procedure could take place until at least a month after her 
breasts finished growing . .. whenever that might be. 

In short, though of course the doctor didn’t say so much in words, 
she could have saved herself the trip in because for the immediate future 
she had no choice but to live with it. 


Emotionally and physically exhausted, she got dressed, not even 
thinking of asking Mark to leave, such had her mode of thinking of him as 
indispensable—and, in some ways, invisible—become. The thought that 
he might find the sight of her nude, or even in the act of dressing, sexually 
exciting never occurred to her. She was much too intent on mentally 
bewailing just how tight the shirt was, even when tied with the minimum 
amount of slack needed for the smallest possible bow below her huge new 
tits, or the way so much firmly rounded tit flesh was left exposed by the 
shirt. 

Wordlessly, she followed him back out to the car, and it was even 
more difficult walking tiptoe now, with her new top-heavy center of balance, 
and geometrically more humiliating—nobody who had been waiting before 
was still there when she passed through, and so everybody who saw her 
assumed this was her natural appearance and, far worse, with her massive 
and artificially round tits, her chosen one, one she’d specifically had to go 
to some length to get. Thank God I’ve got Mark, she thought to herself as 
she climbed awkwardly into the Jeep. 

“I... need you to find a store for me,” she said as he climbed in to 
the driver’s side after helping her into the car—and, unnoticed, had guiltily 
used the chance to ogle the well-packaged tits now thrusting from her 
chest. He’d seen those breasts bare, just a few minutes ago, but somehow, 
sneaking an unseen peek of what was exposed in the top as he helped her 
In was more arousing—and more despicable, especially since he knew 
how he felt about those tits, and the emotion wasn’t “pride.” 

“A store?” he parroted, glancing at the dashboard clock. “It’s nearly 
three a.m. Nothing’s going to be open now!” 

“This place will be . . .,” she said, brightly morose—and she was 
right. 

The name, in lurid red neon, was “X2C,” and its hours of operation 
were midnight to six. As Mark sat in the running car at the curb, gaping at 
the items lined up in the display windows, Cheryl ducked into the shop, 
and when she emerged twenty minutes later, carrying a big, plain paper 
bag, it was with a renewed sense of horror. 

She’d never imagined going into a shop like that before—indeed, 
when she’d occasionally seen one or its sleazy cousins, she’d been disgusted 
by the thought of what type of woman would frequent such a shop. She’d 
walked in the door with her explanation of what was forcing her into such 
a place ready on her lips, and the sales staff hadn’t so much as batted an 
eyelash at the sight of her, as if this was exactly the sort of place a “woman 
like her” was to be expected. In fact, she’d attracted less attention than she 
had in the waiting room of the hospital, and the staff had greeted her... 
warmly. As if this was her type of place. 

“So...I guess you're ready to go home, huh?” Mark said. 

It was, in its way, a logical conclusion—but the thought hadn’t 
even occurred to Cheryl, and at the thought of being separated from Mark 








she felt a wave of panic building up. “No!” she gasped, then struggled for 
control. “That is .. . if you don’t mind, I thought I might . . . that, uh, I 
could stay with you. For a while.” 

He blinked at her, shocked—and discomfited. This newly stunning 
woman? In his house? Looking so damned sexy . . . and, by very virtue of 
no longer seeming so utterly inaccessible, more painfully inaccessible than 
ever? She not only looked incredibly more sexy than before, but her manner 
seemed much happier and more inviting, no matter how much of a lie he 
intellectually knew that to be. To be around her, practically twenty-four 
hours a day, and having to fight the urge to do anything that would display 
how he was now seeing her, much less act on the new attraction... ? 

It would be a very real form of torture. 

“I, uh, don’t know if that would be a good idea . . .,” he said 
hesitantly. 

Immediately, the bubbling, irrational wave of panic built, trying to 
burst free. “What?” she gasped. “Why? Is it . . . is it because of the way I 
used to treat you?” In an instant, memories flooded her, memories of the 
cold and even impersonally cruel way she’d treated him, the lack of attention 
she’d given him, as if he weren’t worthy of being near her, and remorse 
flooded through her as, for the first time, she found herself forced to face 
up to her belief that nobody was as “real,” as important as she was. “I’m 
sorry!” she said, her voice rising hysterically in tone and volume, breathy 
and bubbly as that may have been. “Oh, I’m so sorry, Mark. F 11 make it up 
to you, I'll find away...” 

She was babbling, but she was also sincere. With her very sanity 
now riding on the idea of having Mark as an anchor to what she still thought 
of as reality—that is, the old her— she now, almost without thinking about 
it, was willing to abandon the self-centered core of what had been her 
world view, but only in the limited case of Mark himself. Not that she had 
thought it through or expressed it even to herself in those terms, but the 
rest of the world could still go to hell as far as she was concerned. She’d do 
anything to keep Mark from abandoning her to her “bimboid” fate. 

“You’ll see—T Il be nice to you, I really will...” she babbled on. 
“TIl be helpful and do nice things for you, you won't mind having me 
around, I promise, you'll like it. . .” 

“Okay, okay!” Mark blurted, more to get her to stop than anything 
else. He still thought being around her and being unable to express, much 
less act upon, his growing arousal for her altered form would be torture, 
but so was seeing her debase herself completely in front of him. Without a 
doubt, had there been room in the car, she’d have been be literally fawning 
before him, so pathetically desperate for this was she acting. “You can stay 
at my place with me!” 

“Oh, thank you, Mark, thank you!” she said, almost sobbing at the 
relief that flooded through her . . . and, deep inside, believing that his 


capitulation came from her promises, for now that she’d been forced by 
her own near-psychosis to see her previous behavior toward Mark, she 
was seeing it not as he’d seen it, with an even-tempered sort of resignation, 
but how she herself would have seen the same treatment toward herself— 
and had somebody been as much a bitch to her as she had been to Mark, 
she would have found a way to make that person pay for it. Since she 
never would have passed up the chance to pile humiliation on somebody 
who’d mistreated her, she didn’t, psychologically speaking, couldn't, see 
Mark’s agreement as anything more than simple kindness. By her lights, it 
was because there was something in it for him. 

Desperately needing him to protect her from an unspecified fate 
that emotionally seemed much more horrendous alone than it would be 
with him to help her, horrendous enough to crush her utterly, she was quite 
willing to pay any price to save herself. 


To be Continued 





